she sat in the concealing darkness of an armchair:

"I don't know who's behaving worst in this house."

But nobody paid any attention to her.

"Hurry up now and put the dress on."

"The wedding-dress?"

'I've got to see whether it hangs right. How d'you
suppose I can do that without trying it on?"

"Must I take my clothes off?"

"How can I see what it looks like if you don't?"

"All of them?"

"Yes: and you'd better put on some high-heeled
shoes, for length."

"No, mamma: it's quite impossible: it'll bring
bad luck."

"Don't be a little fool, Claire!"

The girl got out of her dress which fell round her
feet. She was wearing a bright-pink set of combina-
tions of the sort one sees on a market stall. She
seemed not in the least put-out by the looks directed
at her by her mother and her aunt. She was probably
used to this kind of thing.

Fran?ois looked at the untroubled young body. He
guessed that it was light, and as soft as a feather bed.
The rounded shoulders had the sheen of an apple. He
leaned back on the sofa and smiled amorously, with
the air of an accomplice, at Juliette. Claire had
already passed the long, sumptuous dress over her
head, a tunic of chalk-white watered silk. Fran?ois
straightened up. He was startled by the sight of that
ecstatic young fece which jetted up from the stiff,
narrow collar.

"Don't touch it with your hands 1"
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